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How shall I tell my friend that I am grateful ?
The very telling of it will make fliim feel guilty of a
sort of treachery, which he did not design. So I
must be silent for awhile; and, above all, resist the
feeling, natural enough in the first humiliation, that
one would like to send some fire-tailed fox into his
standing-corn as well.

There is no impulse to be more carefully and
jealously guarded than the impulse which tells us
that we are bound to speak unpleasant truths to
one's friends. It must be resisted until seventy
times seven ! It can only be yielded to if there is
nothing but pure pain in the doing of it; if there
is the least touch of satisfaction or zest about it, it
may be safely put aside.

And so to-day I will stand for a little and watch
the slow smoke drifting heavenwards from the dry
weeds of niy soul. It is not a sad experience,
though the fingers of the fire are sharp 1 Rather
as the rich smoke rolls into the air, and then winds
and hangs in airy veils, there comes a sense of
relief, of lightness, of burdens not stricken harshly
off, but softly and cleanly purged away.